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Christmas Time, Daniel scoffed. When he had been growing up, it had been a time of joy and pleasure, of 
gathering around the fire and singing carols, of drinking and eating, of opening presents and marveling about 


what you got, of dangling Mistletoe above the heads of lovers or crushers and demanding that they kiss. 


Now? It was a mere delusion of what it had once been. A caricature. It was silly and petty for Daniel to be 
thinking this way, but he couldn't help himself, couldn't help but feel utterly wretched as he sat, alone, in his 
hotel room, without a fire or a tree or mistletoe or presents. He did have a drink, though, which Daniel 


counted as a blessing. 


The whiskey burned his throat and chest, and seemed to dull some of the pain that was coursing through his 
body. But physical pain, of course, but the mental pain was almost too much to bear. Daniel hadn't been alone 
on Christmas in such a long time. It was almost impossible, the idea was, anyways. Daniel sighed, took another 
sip, and watched as, outside, snow fell delicately from the dark sky. 


Everybody had gone home to their families. But that left Daniel, both parents dead, to stew in his own misery. 
Before they'd left, the guys had consoled him, but Daniel's spirits had been hard to lift, even more so that 
River was stuck halfway across the world at an event that hadn't even matter. God, Daniel knew he shouldn't 


have let River go. 


Now they were both alone. Or maybe not, maybe River had found solace in whoever poor souls he was stuck 
with. The boy was probably annoying the fuck out of the nearest living people, but Daniel wanted that, he 
wanted to be the person that River was annoying. Daniel had never realized how much space River really took 


up in his life until that moment, stuck hundreds of miles away with nobody else around. 


Daniel stood up from the chair, walked across the room, his feet sliding across the rough carpet. He reached 
the bathroom, and Daniel flicked on the light, bathing him and the linoleum in light, making him squint when it 
penetrated his eyes. Daniel walked across the room, looking at the mirror, looking at himself, bloodshot eyes 
and all. 


It was a pathetic sight. Daniel was a pathetic sight. It was Christmas, and he was drinking himself dumb in a 
hotel room, alone. But River wasn't there. Daniel could've smacked himself, he felt like a love sick teenage girl, 


thinking endlessly about her crush. River was probably enjoying himself, anyways. Hopefully. Daniel didn't know. 


Turning on the water, which was freezing cold and refused to turn hot no matter how much Daniel begged it 
to, Daniel cupped his hands under the faucet and tossed it onto his face. Maybe he should just go to sleep, 
spare himself the misery of remaining awake when he didn't have any warm arms to crawl into as the night 


grew colder. 


Dariel shut off the water, and looked up at himself. His skin looked unusually pasty and his hair, the color of 
acorns, as Daniel's mother had often told him, was sticking up in strange directions. He looked like a mess, and 
he was exhausted. But Daniel knew he wouldn't be able to sleep, no matter how warm or comfortable the bed 


was. 


Why? Well, because Daniel was a lovesick bastard, and he missed hid other half like something fierce. On stage, 
they were two halves of one, an apple that had been cut in half, some would say. IT was the same way off the 
stage, they were one body and too minds, and Daniel missed River desperately, and just wanted to know if he 
was alright. 


Daniel knew he shouldn't have let River go to that event by himself, so close to a snowstorm, but Daniel had 
hoped that if River would've gotten home on time, that they'd be able to spent the night together, but of 
course this was happening and the phone lines were down. No words had been spoke between Daniel and River 


in days. 


The feeling of heartache swept over Daniel, and he grimaced. "You're an utter mess." He remarked to himself in 
the mirror, but the self-deprecation wouldn't bring River home. Christmas was about family, and with Stephen 
and Aaron at their own family's home, and with both of them away from the only family they had left, it was 


a moot point. 


Daniel turned around, turned the light off, walking back into the bedroom and toward the bed. He would sleep 
and hope that the next day would be better, Daniel figured, hope that the phone lines would be back up and 
that he would at least be able to have the gift of hearing, just not seeing, River, who maybe missed him just 


as much. 


There was a knock on the door, and Daniel whirled around, eyes wide, his thoughts leaping from one thing to 
another, but mostly to an escaped serial killer about to make Daniel mince meat. The room was dark and the 


single knock had sounded like a gunshot blast. Daniel swallowed thickly and looked around for any weapons. 


Damn, Daniel had left his guitar in the car. River would've murdered him for that sin, alone. Daniel took a deep 
breath. ‘/ts probably nobody, stop being such a baby about this' He wasn't reassured, needless to say, and Daniel 
inched toward the door, the carpet dragging against the soles of his feet as he got closer to the door, 

wondering who or what was behind it, and who was crazy enough to be out there in the middle of a storm in 


zero degree weather. 


Slowly, Daniel pressed his eye against the peep-hole. He wasn't sure what he was about to see - a crazed 
murderer, a little girl, a dog - the options were endless, really, and Daniel was too drunk to go along with any 
other narrative. In the flashes of white, Daniel saw a strikingly familiar blue jacket, but it didn't quite register 


in his mind. 
Dariel frowned, he didn't see any weapons. Probably not a murderer. 


The man outside, judging by his body shape, reavhed out and knocked on the door a little more roughly. "Dan- 
iell Open the door, you bloody bastard, Im freezing my arse off!" A voice yelled. Daniel blinked, that was much 
more familiar..River? No, it couldn't be. Daniel was convinced that it was a trick and that it was a murderer 


after all. 


Damn Canadians had always been crazy anyways. Daniel turned around and was about to head off to bed 
"Daniel! For the love of God, open the bloody door!" The voice sounded a little more annoyed, now, and that was 
enough to stop Daniel in his tracks. He slowly turned around, hardly daring to believe it. It was absolutely 
insane, but yet, he unlocked the door, sliding the lock from its place, and opened it. 


A gust of wind blew Daniel's hair back. The man stumbled inside, covered in a fine layer of snow, while Daniel 
wrestled with the door. If there was a murderer out there, they would've been given plenty chance to get 
inside as Daniel pressed his entire weight against the door and forced it shut, clenching his teeth with the 
effort. 


It seemed to take forever, but the door slammed shut. Daniel locked it once more and then, panting heavily 
from exertion, and more awake than he'd felt in years, turned around to the man, who really, really had to be 


River, otherwise Daniel had a whole new problem on his hands. 


The man was shivering harshly, unwrapping the scarf that he'd bound to his face like an old Russian woman, 
The man's face was so covered in snow and ice that it was hard to tell any differential facial features from 


him, but Daniel saw flyaway Auburn hair, and steely grey eyes, and couldn't believe this, he really couldn't. 


"River?" Daniel breathed out, his chest still rising and falling rapidly as he fought to catch his breath from his 
wrestle with the door. Against his will, Daniel's lips stretched into a wide grin, still unable to believe what he 


was seeing but going along with it for lack of evidence. 


Still shivering, River turned his head in acknowledgement. The tip of his nose and his cheeks were shiny red and 
his hands were shaking furiously. "Could've opened the door for me sooner." River said, slightly less murderous 


and more like himself as he clumsily wrapped his arms around his chest to get some warmth into his bones. 


"What?" Daniel was still drunk, and then it struck him. "Oh, shit." He licked his lips and looked around, catching 
sight of the blanket he'd had over his lap while he'd been drinking on the chair. Daniel dashed over and grabbed 
it, rushing back over to River and tossing the blanket over the younger man's shoulders. "Sorry, babe, | 
thought you were a psycho or something like that" Daniel said apologetically. 


River shook his head. "I'm sorry. Shouldn't have yelled" He wrapped his fingers, pale at the base and red at the 
tips, around the hem of the blanket and pulled it tighter around his skinny shoulders. It was hardly the easiest 


reunion ever, but it took the cake for the best. 


"How - why - how'd you get here?" Daniel asked as he walked back over, gripping the blanket and rubbing it 
over River's hair to try and dry it. 


| wanted to be with you." River replied softly. "You wanna be with my too, right?" He sounded insecure on the 


last part, sweet and sad and soft, and Daniel took the younger man into his arms. 


Ever since they'd first met in that bar, Daniel had loved River. River was beautiful and talented, with the 
lyrics and the guitar and just about everything else. "I want to be with you more than anything else." Daniel 
whispered, and then he bent his head, and they kissed. 


River moved against Daniel's body. "I got a present for you." He whispered, breath cold against Daniel's skin 


"Ohoh, shit. Riv, | didn't get you one, I'm sorry. | didn't think we were gonna be spending Christmas together 
and-" Daniel felt awful, none of them, as far as he'd been aware, had gotten each other presented because 


they hadn't been spending the actual Holiday together. 


"Don't worry ‘bout it" River smiled, faintly, and then someone knocked on the door, a quick little rap of the 
knuckles, a little less forceful than his own knocks had been. Daniel frowned. And River laughed. It was a stark 


contrast and River walked toward the door. 


Without hesitation, River unlocked the door and swung it open. Daniel lurched forward, and then he faltered, 
swallowing his protest when he saw that, far from tbe icy snow he had expected to see, he saw two other 
people standing outside, bundled in their most protective winter clothes, huddled together awkwardly got 


warmth. 


As soon as the door was open, both of them pushed to get inside. It was such a strange sight, and it took 
Daniel a minute for him to register what was happening. But he knew, he just knew, who these two men were. 
Stephen and Aaron, of course, the bassist and the drummer, whom Daniel had thought had gone. 


Stephen sputtered, taking off his hat. "God. It was fucking freezing out there, | can't believe it" He scoffed. 
Beside him, Aaron began taking off his sodden coat. "| might actually be missing a toe." He said, warningly. 
"What are you guys doing here?" Daniel demanded, suddenly finding his words again. "| thought - what?" His 
mind barely registered River's chin when the younger man walked round him and rested his head up on Daniel's 
shoulder, long hair brushing against Daniel's neck. 

"We celebrated an early Christmas." Stephen explained, casually, with a nonchalant shrug. "And then we came 


back here. Just like River asked." He sniffed. "I didn't think we would have had to hitchhike, though, that wasn't 
part of the deal." Stephen added. 


Aaron bobbed his head in agreement. "Isn't this great? Just us together, about ready to freeze our asses off" 
He grinned. 


With a disbelieving look, Daniel turned fully around and looked at River, who was smiling coyly. "You..planned 
this?" Daniel asked. 


"Mhm" River nodded, pleased. And then he walked forward and reached up, wrapping his arms around Daniel's 
neck. "Happy Christmas, Danny." River whispered. 


And, finally, Daniel grinned back. "Merry Christmas, Riv." 


